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YOUR BYES BURN WITH J l<WANA CATCH 17 1 WARN LWANA MANV ) / EVIL HIDES TRACKS!. J 
FEAR, NGITA. SPEAK, 1 .K BIG /MOTOR CART A TRADER* NOT KEEP • I TRADER DRAG BRUSH }■ 

— . ' Zy $i OVERWND ROAD. \ WHITE MEN'S IAW*. ] > Tn COVER TIRE aj 

— ^ n^n/7 HE RIPE /MM? WITH j 2HAKE OFF YOUR / 
f\ ^J" J/ A- WHITE /WAN, WHITE / FEAR6. I BRIN0 / 

X "fW^ ^¥f* -, WOMAlJ. jr^T HIM BACK. „^ 
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I GOT THAT / ATTA GIRL.ROSA! BUT-BUT- 
' DIDN'T I SEE VOODAH PITCH 
FROM THE DUGOUT ? IF HE'S 
ALIVE VJE'IA HAVE 




/ TAKE DEEP BREATH - SWIM UNDERWATER. 
( WITH CURRENT TO THE BANK BEtOW M 
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W EEeVl ! A MAMBA STRUCK 
S ME! VOODAH'£ RUSHING 

IMP Iffi ai 



ITU DRIVE. YOU 



RELOAD. «TART \ DIG OUT THE < — 

ENOM ft '^- 
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I TOLD YOU THEY'D COME, ] WE CAN ■ 

COMMISSIONER ! » >" HANDLE THEM 

EASILY, KILIAN ! THE 

POLICE PATROL IS OUT 

_ ON THE OVERLAND 

(V < /**"«fes,. ROAD, 
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, WHY DOESN'T SOMEBODV 
' GET MURDERED, ROBBED 
OR KIDNAPPED? I'M i 
DEVELOPING A CHRONIC. 
CASS OF BOREDOM T 
WAITING FOR; A CLIENT I 
TO DROP IN WITH A 
REAL, TOU&H 
' INVESTIGATION. 



I WONDER IP YOU. WILL 
HANDLE A CONFIDENTIAL , 
INVESTIGATION, MR. -~> COURSE 
CUTTER. AW NAME Jf - IF I' 
IS CLYDE LUCAS, j-"? LEGITIMATE 
IAT 






MV DAUSHTER, MARY, Jf WHY HAVEN'T 
HAS BEEN MISSING \<OU NOTIFIED 
THREE WEEKS. I JUST \ THE POLICE 
RECEIVED THIS RAN- %B7 AND ■* 
SOM NOTE DEMANDING >il FBI ? 
.FIFTY THOUSAND DOLLARS-JJ- 
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PHIL THOMPSON, MARY'S I WHAT PR& 
FIANCE..WANTS TO SPARE /HAVE YOU 
HER THE BAD PUBLICITY. A THAT THE^ 
HE'S MAKING HIS OWN PERSON * 
INVESTIGATION,' BUT, HIS / WHO SENT 
ACTIONS SEEM QUEER. /THIS RANSOM 
NOTE IS HOLD- 
ING MARY ? 




MARY'S ANKLE CHAIN WAS V THIS NOTE 1 

ENCLOSED WITH THE LETTER. ^\ SHOWS 
I CHECKED WITH THE JEWELER J THAT THE 
TO MAKE SURE IT'S 
THE ONE. SHE 
WORE AND NOT 
A SUBSTITUTE, 




SO. 1 YOU'RE NOT MARY LUCAS 
THE PERT LITTLE BRUNETTE 
WHOSE PHOTOS MADE THE SOCIETY 
PASES ALMOST EVERY WEEK. 
THEN WHO ARE YOU? 
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I GET IT I WE HAVE. v ' 
SOME WARPED 1 SLABS OF 
.WOOD IN THE 
VEMISOSJ HOUSE ! 
WE'LL. MAKE SOME 

MOKE LiKB 
SLOO PUMPERS ! 
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YA.V ! RIGHT INTO MV \C if l 
AKMS , UTTLE PUMPEE ' )\ Mi 






J SO WJE COME eAC< ) 
A UK&-THIS / EASY; <« 
/ WASNlT IT * ^i& 
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( VOUEE GETTING BETT5K., ) 

A si_oo PUMPER! You __>* 

DIDIvJ'T FAJ_l_ DOWN EHvT - 
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JEFF GODWIN was dead. The little. crowd 
moved uneasily as Tom Warren got to his 
feet, his youthful bronzed face drawn into 
lines of unwilling anger. "More of Vic Raynor's 
work," he said quietly. "You can be sure of 
that—" s 
"You'd best be able to prove it." 

Tom's blue eyes took in the speaker, tall, 
lanky Chris Benton.' Chris added uneasily, . 
"Not that I aim to side in with Raynor, feller. 
But I know his breed. I know what he's like 
just as everyone else does" 

"Maybe." Tom turned slowly, letting his 
glance drift over the half dozen lantern-lit faces 
hemming him in. "Maybe," Tom repeated 
gently, "I can prove Raynor's responsible for 
Jeff's death." 

He knew Jeff had been killed because Vic 
Raynor was running a stranger for Sheriff in the 
approaching election, a fact that had been a. 
closely guarded secret until Jeff, by chance or 
misfortune, had stumbled upon the truth and 
told Tom. 

Now Tom Warren moved down the street, 
oblivious to the noise coming from beyond bat- 
wings, the little knots of punchers. Vic Raynor's 
hang-out was just up the street. It had been like 
Invading enemy territory earlier in the. day but 
'Tom had done just that, had singled Vic out 
and warned him to leave town by morning. 
* * * * * 

LATER, hearing of the action, Chris Benton 
had warned, "You're askin' fer trouble, 
Tom. You makin' a threat like that afore 
Raynor himself, is the same as askin' fer some- 
body to blow your brains out. It'll be the same 
as Jeff Godwin an'—" Chris' Voice stumbled to 
a stop. 

Now Tom Warren rode out of town. As he 
did so he let his. mind drift easily. Old Tom 
had been the sheriff of Goldsone a couple of 
years past. He'd made a good sheriff too, but 
Vic Raynor and his gang had been too crafty 
and strong, and had been taking over the coun- 
try. One day a puncher had found Old Tom 
back in the hills, huddled behind some boulders 
overlooking the stage coach trail as if he'd been 



squatted there waiting for someone. He'd been 
shot from behind. >. 

Now Tom Warren dismounted, left the roan 
in a clump of live-oak, and moved through the 
darkness to the back of the Red Lantern. A 
yellow slit of light marked a rear window. 
Through it Tom could see the room beyond. Vic 
Raynor's office. Vic had just entered. .. . 

Deliberately Tom stepped through the rear 
door. His .45 swung up. "We're moving out, 
Vic," Tom said gently. "Get your duds. Let's 
go!" 

"You won't get away with this — 

"Get moving," Tom snarled. "Fast!" 

* * * ; * * 

THE cabin was partly in ruin. Lighting the 
lantern, Tom Warren checked his captive's 
bonds. Vic Raynor snarled savagely, "You'll 
stop lead for this! Think you can clean up Gold- 
stone? Nobody else could!" 

-Tom answered quietly, "With you out of the 
way your gun-hands wpn't trouble. They'll feel 
differently when they learn . . . you've run out 
on 'em after I warned you to. And, Vic . . . I'm 
not forgetting my old man. He was shot in the 
back to keep his mouth shut I'll be back to 
talk business with you!" 

Away in the shadows a horse nickered softly. 
Tom Warren looked aside'' at Chris Benton. 
"We're raiding the Red Lantern. We're running 
Goldstone from now on. Get the boys and lefs 
ride." \ 

Goldstone was half asleep when Tom Warren 
and nis posse rode down the wide street. There 
was considerable life inside the Red Lantern. 
Tom was first through the batwings. 

Voices died out till it was so quiet you could 
hear a match snap. Tom's blue eyes swiftly 
took in the crowd before him. Many of them 
the suckers who came here to lose their dust. 
But there were others, Vic Raynor's gun-hands 
'and Tim Bromley, the stranger nobody knew 
about being in with Vic, who was running for 
Sheriff. His presence here indicated they were 
plenty worried. 

Deliberately Tom walked toward the bar. 
"Where's Vic Raynor?" he demanded of the 
- keep. 



The man's eyes flicked uneasily. Tim Brom- 
ley had come through the door at the back. His 
ugly face was bothered by a look of uncertainty, 
indecision. 

"Tell Raynor I want to talk with him," Tom 
ordered. "Unless he's qot here!" 

Bromley hesitated. "Vic's busy . .. . what's 
the idea of barging in like this?" 

"I gave Vic his time. Now I've changed my 
mind. He's going now. Of course if he ain't 
here — maybe he was called away on business!" 

Bromley didn't answer. Tom Warren started 
forward. Again he caught motion out the corner 
of his'eye. He would have turned, but he read 

t. Bromley's intentions and froze. A gun roared 
behind Tom and a man slumped forward, his 
' limp hand dropping a .45 to the floor. 
At the same instant_ Tim Bromley's hand 
moved. It was likethe flash of lightning. Tom 
drew, the motion blurred, timed. The .45 roared 
and Bromley's heavy face broke out in a. sur- 
prised expression as his big body went limp, fell. 
A volley of shots'from behind Tom. Disre- 
garding it, he moved ahead to the rear door. 
Chris Benton's posse moved in behind flaming 
guns. Tom knew his presence was no longer a 
necessity. And he' had other business to attend 
to. Terms for Vic Raynor. 



SUNLIGHT was slanting over the eastern 
end of the world when Tom Warren dis- 
mounted. He unstrapped his gunbelt, 
hitched the buckle, and hung it from the saddle- 
horn. He walked through the woods to the 
cabin, opened the door and stepped inside. 

Vic Raynor had rolled to the far side. His 
face and clothing were dust covered. Sweat had 
left lines. His eyes opened sluggishly. 

"Bring your neck-tie party?" he jeered hoarse- 
ly. "You wouldn't dare come alone—" His 
voice trailed off as Tom untied the ropes, jerked 
them aside. 

"Get up," the young fellow commanded. "I'm 
alone. And I left my weapon behind. Get up!" 

Vic Raynor got slowly to his feet.. He wiped 
the dust and dried sweat from his face, while his 
crafty eyes took in the man before "lim. A half 
grin touched Vic's lips. 

"Y'mean to say you didn't bring help?" 

"I don't need it," Tom. answered, swinging his 
shoulders slowly to loosen up the tense muscles. 
"You killed my old man. Got anything to say 
about that?" 

The gun-hand laughed. "Just . . . this!" 

He hurled himself forward, his attack a sur- 
prise both in spfeed and accuracy. They smashed 
together. Vic's blows were solid, merciless. Tom 



rocked backward, felt the bone twist in his neck. 

Though cramped Vic Raynor's body was 
somewhat rested. He stood even with Tom, had 
added weight besides a crijeVcunning which" was 
his particular brand. He , launched himself 
again. 

A second jarring blow drove Tom Warren 
back. His feet gave beneath him, as he crashed 
against the wall. Vic's voice' was a snarl of an- 
ger and triumph. - 

"Yes, I killed your old' 1 man. 'tie knew, too 
much, was making it too hot for the. 1 killed 
Jeff Godwin because he got wise to Tim. I 
killed 'em all, just as I'll kill you now!" 

His hand darted behind him, flashed out 
^ clutching a knife. He came in— 

Desperately Tom Warren rallied his strength 
in time to side-step the slashing blade. He felt 
it ripping through his shirt, down his arm. The 
pain went through his numbed body, touched 
off something in his brain.,. 

He whirled away as the knife grazed him 
again, drove in a return blow that landed glanc- 
ingly along Vic Raynor's head. Dust had risen 
about them, was in Tom's eyes and between -his 
teeth. He could taste it. Vic came out of it 
swinging. 

Tom Warren parried, slammed at the face be- 
fore him, The face bobbed away. For a second 
Vic Raynor was off guard. Tom drove at him, 
mustering his strength to drive sledge hammer 
blows that sent Vic stumbling. His arms were 
out-flung against the wall, supporting him. The 
knife slipped. He started down, changed his 
mind. The look in his eyes was different now. 
It was uneasy and restless. He tried to outleap 
another blow. 

It landed and he went down, rolled to his 
hands and knees and came erect dazedly. Tom" 
Warren's fist flashed out, connected and drove 
Vic backward. 

- Savagely Tom Warren drove double smashes 
at, the twisted face before him. The head went 
back, limply this time as if there were nothing 
tc support it. The heavy body toppled down, 
struck the floor and lay still. ; 



THE dust settled. Tom Warren looked down - 
at the bloody pulp on the floor. Vic's one 
good eye peered back. 
"I'm done," Tom said softly. "You'll get a 
fair trial. The people in Goldstone are tired of 
blood-shed and killing: They want to settle 
down, make homes. If you live long enough 
you'll find they can live without weapons as well 
as with them!" 

THE END 



HEKNANPEZ is my aobnt! T THAT'S okay!... 
I WANT YOU TO P20P MM \ HEKE'£ THE 
ASMOKE AT NATAL... THE 1 51LL OF ftlLE, 

CA/C&O OF WOOL * CONMNSPJ ZEbliTZY AHV 
TO N£W ^ndla*. INSURANCE „, 




_BHH SUCK AT THE HELM, THE 
•SUZy-0 «4/t* «KW K/O... 

ST 
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EH/ OUT MP \ WE CAN SET ALON6 w 
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PON'T KUN 
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no.'... ANprris > 
not on hi* ree- 
e&iJ 1 PIP MOT 
MIT HIM WXP... 
WHEN HE AWAKEN* 
VIE WILL f=OEC0 _> 
HIM TOTBLLU-Sr' 
WHERE HE HIP 
IT J 
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COFFEE WILL KEEP 
THEM ASLEEP EVEN 
AFTER THE SHIP; I* 4 
BUZtm HUUCt... 
BUT WE MUST GET THE 
MOMEV ASP LEAVE 
BBfOZE THE.FKeA 
STAZTi, I 
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IFTHSY'P HIPPgN 

it BeTrez, ws'p 

HAVE HAP A 

Bus.mN6 pbck 

UKPEZ I/&./N 4 
FEW MINUTE* 

coeAiy/ 




€t?HE FOLKS CZAFTPVLLZ ALOM&IPB THE'SUZY-Q' 
...FZEiENTLY,THE COmANPINb OFFICER BOAZP& THE 
%TALLBS> iCUOONBg AHP ft FULLY MFOZMEP OF TUB 
ATTBMPTBP MUTIHY AT $&*...„■ 

« 1 WILL RELAY TO/4 



iv me repokteb rue 
trouble if one of them 
hapn't shorted ouz 
rapio!... here's -a 
written complaint 
against peprq 
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OUZ OLD .BUSCUIT 
BURNER ! WHAT WAS 

keeping you when 
we sails? ? 



K2££, QKlfPSK — 
around my arms 'n 
ankles !...jose 

<ZLUbbEP AND TIEP 
MB 50 He COULD 
GUP ABOARD TO 

co horpa's pierv 
work! 




une i once tolp \ 
ya, mrES Icap'n 

FAZZBL WOULPH'T 
S£U_ THS'SUZY-Q" 
IgS Hi RECKONS? 
\S'P SET 'EZ. BACK 
* WITH A NEAT, 
PZOflT / 



,.-VEZ A6AIN, 1 
MSN I WE'LL PROP I 
ANCHOR OUT IN THE r 
HARBOR AND PIVIPS 
THE BALANCE OF 
THE CMrH I "" 
' INTUIT 
SOCK./ 





l-vtni i MUST BE FRIGHTFULLY \9I. HAVEN'T 5LEPTA WINK SINCE 

/heartbroken over losing I hung wee ran AWAY. I'VE - 

HIM BLANCH HE WAS SUCH \_PUT AN AD IN THE PAPER 
VT&SUN. LITT LE PEKINESE^ OFF^N| F ^g jV 





r WE CANT LET HIM FOLLOWF TEAMS 
US, BUTCH! HE MIGHT _- -«t/ AMSCRAY 
SCARE HUNS WEES r«H' 4 OOCHPAYJ 
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hey: who let that y HE AIN'T OURS 
MUTT IN HERE ?rrr-f MISTER. HONEST 
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' LET'S A5K SOME OF THE KIDS WTHATS \ F MAYBE DATS DE ttNAW, BUTCH WOULDN'T \ 

IF THEY SEEN A PEKE POOCHYAN IDEA'.V MUTT BUTCH WA5J.GIVE A NICKEL FER A \ 

** -..,:,,. ., AROUND! - A — ■ _— ~A AS^iM' ABOUT? « FOUR-LEGGED FLOOR' 




WHAT-SA PEEKINlW DISAPPEAR DRIP'. A } H I OION'TTDEN WHAT YOU ASKItT\ 
N«ESrBUTQHIE,y TOKIN r DA hlOSE !5 Slf ACcTSf I VOU MS . FER? MOH| GO \ 

PANTS! 






THE 5UB5CRIPTI0N|FIFTV BUCKS! THIS GETS\ 
ME MY BIKE, GEE.MARV, ) 
WE OUGHT TO MAKE DOG f 
CATCWIN' A REGULAR 
< V BU5INSSS. 
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PLEASE PAY ATTENTION 
ro.youK PIANO LESSON 
BILLY! 

youiL 

NEVER 
LEARN 

THAT 

WAY 




ITS AMAZWS \ WRITE TO THE DALE SHEARS 
SHIRLEY.HOW SCHOOL OF MUSIC, STRUTHERS, 
NICELY YOUReI OHIO. THE COST IS ONLY J2 
njWINS THE 7 COMPLETE AND INCLUPES 
'THE SLIDE- CHORD DEVICE, 
25 EASY LESSONS AND 27 
POPULAR SONGS -ALL SOLD 
ON A MONEY-BACK OUAR 
ANTEE. OUST CLIP THE 
COUPON, TOAV YOO'LL 
NEVER REGRET 
IT' 



PIANO IN 
LESS THAN 
S DAYS.HOW 
DO I SET 
STARTEP t 



This amusing Invention fits any piano and guide* 
your fingers through the moat complicated melo- 
dies and tunes. No tedious drills or exercises. 
You get quick and pleasing results by following 
our Easy ABC PICTURE METHOD containing 
25 complete lessona And In addition there are 
27 popular songs so arranged that anyone, even a 
child, can play them all from 4 simple chords. 
Now there's no need to envy your piano-playing 
friends. Overnight, you. too, will become the life 
of the partv. -V;— .* =™ 

FREE NO-RiSK TRIAL OfFB 

Because of the unusual success of our exclusive 
method, our generous NO RISK offer must prove 
everything we claim or it costs you nothing. The 
25 lesson ARC PICTURE COURSE with 27 SONGS 
ARRANGED TO PLAY FROM 4 CHORDS and the 
newly-invented CHORD-SLIDE DEVICE cost only 
J2 complete-not a penny more to pay EVER. SEND 
NO MONEY. Mall the coupon to-day and when 
the course arrives, pay only »2 plus the' C. O. D. 
charges (We prepay postage If you enclose 5£>, 
Then. If after 5 days you are not actually playing 
piano with both hands by ear or note, return the 
entire course and your n 

SEND NO MONIY-MAIL COUPON, 






> SLIDE CHORD" 
YBOARD AND TfiAl 
LAY PIANO IN ONE DAY. 



('Dale Shears School of Music 

| Studlo8710, Struthers 3. Ohio 

I DSubject to your Money-Back Guarantee, I am | 

I enclosing |2 (cash, check or money order) as J 

j full payment for the new CHORD- SLIDE IN- ] 

I VENTrON, the self-teaching "ABC PICTURE- | 

I METHOD" and the 27 POPULAR SONGS, all | 

\ arranged to be played with 4 simple chords, j 

,You agree to pay the postage,. 

I nSend COD and I will pay J2 plus postage. -| 

I Same- Money-Back Guarantee applies. 

| NAME. * ••/ | 

\ Address •■ 
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AMERICAS GREATEST^'BILLFOLD BARGAIN! 

BILLFOLDS ARE PRINTED IN 

<jp n ji& t& &**i**# Gb JSin^/i 





SENSATIONAL VALUE! 

handsome all-around Zipper 
Billfold brightly decorated in 
scintillating colors. Illustrations 
shown herewith are faithful re- 
productions showing the beauti- 
ful colored scenes embossed on 
these billfolds. Can't rub off. 
Other exclusive features include 
Built-in Zipper Change Purse. 
Deluxe Pass Case and a roomy 
Currency Compartment. Satis- 
faction guaranteed or money 
back. Rush your order and pic- 
choice on the coupon below. 




Style 535— Texas Ranger 




Social Security Mole only 35c H j !■ !■ II Ui 




Cstipesi Wiirs Yciir Billfold Selection! 



ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, Dept, 2305-*, 1»7 Loyola Ave., Chicago 26, III. 

■ "-I* Type • 



MY ltlLLFOLU SELECTION J 
If DID'- lh»n one lillKr.1.1 •■' Iwl 

ADDRESS ... „ . . 

CITY . . 



